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heartiest good faith, and, in killing you, he will
only do what he has done to his own wife and
children, and what he will do to himself when
occasion arises.

AEG. This is because you have always had a grudge
against him. But let us come to the point. What
must we do, brother, when we are ill ?

BER. Nothing^ brother.

ARG. Nothing?

BER. Nothing. We only need rest. If only we
would leave nature to herself, she would soon
recover from the disorder into which she has fallen.
It is our unrest, our impatience, which spoils every-
thing ; nearly everybody dies of the remedies taken
and not of the diseases.

ARG. But you must agree, brother, that nature can
be aided in certain ways.

BER. Good heavens ! brother, that is pure fancy, with
which we are too fond of deceiving- ourselves; we
have been at all times subject to pleasant delusions,,
which we are only too anxious to believe because
they flatter us, and because we should like to believe
them true. When a doctor talks to you of aiding,
succouring and relieving nature, of taking away
from her what is injurious and of giving her
what she lacks ; of re-establishing her and restoring
her to the full exercise of her functions; when he
talks to you of purifying the blood, of regulating
the bowels and the brain, of reducing the spleen, of
strengthening the chest, of renovating the liver, of
improving the action of the heart, of re-establishing
and preserving natural heat, and being- possessed of
secrets which will prolong life for many years : he is
beguiling you with the romance of physic. But,
when you come to learn the truth of things by ex-
perience, you find there is nothing in it all, it is
like those beautiful dreams which, when you wake,
leave you nothing but the regret of having put
faith in them.